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This may seem a bit random, but I am extremely bored of food. For the past four 

weeks I have been eating almost precisely the same thing, to the point where I have 

nearly memorized it. I can list the meals here: Large Garden Salad with Italian FF 

Dressing, Pizza Slice, Smart-food Popcorn, and a brand of protein filled ice-cream 

(and also lower sugar), and I repeat this two times a day, usually with some snack in 

between that is either a cereal bar , bag of crisps, or protein bar. Eating is now almost 

a mechanical act, even while I enjoy the taste of the food, a certain element that 

constituted the act has been stripped away. I also cannot get as big as a salad as I 

want anymore. Salads are distributed in small boxes, and I usually got four of them 

to make a big enough salad; recently, they’ve been telling me two is the maximum 

more often (I get different responses depending on who is catering, so I try my luck 

every time).  

I would maybe raise my concern that I should not be limited at all, since it violates 

dining hall rules, but we’re also mid literal pandemic and supplies will naturally be 

cut short, and the minimum level of remaining conscience in me still thinks of the 

workers who have to gather all the supplies and do the transportation, as well as 

workers in the dining hall, so I simply accept whatever they give me. Today I got 

two, so its whatever. But life has been something like this, metaphorically, recently. 

Thankfully all the remaining people are all people I love very much, but even while 

having the couple of hours where I can see anyone, the overall mundanity is 

overbearing sometimes, and has had its toll.  

In addition, time has generally lost its character, and has been reduced to a universal 

characteristic I only recognize intuitively, its most bare-bone form. This stands 

whether I am with people now or not, the effective destructuring of life has impacted 

my perception of time most gravely. But, nevertheless, I am still happy, and I declare 

this in the most genuine sense because right now, there is not much to lose, or much 

to lie about this for. I have a test tomorrow morning, (at 9AM for whatever reason 

my professor thought appropriate), so resting is a now a duty.  


